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out of his pocket rinsed it and gave me a glass of the clear bright
water. It was delicious. Then he drank himself. He said the pool
was the head water or spring of the Dysyni River. He had never
known it dry in the driest summers. We saw from the spring the
winding gleam of the Dysyni wandering down a desolate valley to
join the Dyfi, its sister stream.
About this time the wind changed and flew suddenly round into
the S. The head of Idris, which had been cowled in cloud, had
cleared for a while, but now an impenetrable dark cloud settled
down upon it and the mist came creeping down the mountain.
The sky looked black and threatened rain. Now there lay before
us vast tracts and belts of large stones lying so dose together that
no turf could be seen and no grass could grow between them. It
\vas broken basalt, and huge lengths of basalt, angled, and some
hexagonal, lay about or jutted from the mountain side like enor-
mous balks of timber and with an unknown length buried in the
mountain. We passed quarries where some of the great columns
had been dug out to be drawn down the mountain on sledges.
Cader Idris is the stoniest, dreariest, most desokte mountain I was
ever on. We came now to the edge of a vast gulf or chasm or
bason almost entirely surrounded by black precipices rising from
the waters of a small black tarn which lay in the bottom of the
bason. Here the guide showed me the place at the foot of an
opposite precipice where Mr. Smith's body had been found. Then
we stumbled and struggled on again over rough tracts and wilder-
nesses of skte and basalt. The sun was shining on the hills below,
but the mist crawled down and wrapped us as if in a shroud blotting
out everything. The mists and clouds began to sweep by us in
white thin ghostly sheets as if some great dread Presences and
Powers were going past and we could only see the skirts of their
white garments. The air grew damp and chill, the cloud broke
on the mountain top and it began to rain. Now and then we
could discern the black sharp peak which forms the summit looming
large and dark through the cloud and rain and white wild driving
mist, and it was hidden again. It is an awful place in a storm. I
thought of Moses on Sinai.
The rain grew heavier. The old guide could not get on very fast
and told me to go on alone to the top and shelter in the hut as
I could not miss the path. So I went on up the last sharp peak

